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A SONG AT PARTING

THE tick of the blood is settling slow, my heart will

soon be still,
And ripe and ready am I for rest in the grave atop

the hill;
So gather me up and lay me down, for ready and

ripe am I,
For the weary vigil with sightless eyes that may

not see the sky.

I have lived my life: I have spilt the wine that

God the Maker gave,
So carry me up the lonely hill and lay me in the

grave,
And cover me in with cleanly mould and old and

lichened stones,
In a place where ever the cry of the wind shall

thrill my sleepy bones.